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What shall I do, or where remove ?
I fill all space, no room to move.

Shall I suspect or I desire ?

All time is me, all force my fire.
Can I be doubt or sorrow-stricken ?
No, I am verily all causation.

All time is now, all distance here,

All problem solved, solution clear.
ITo selfish aim, no tie, no bond,
To me do each and all respond.

Impersonal Lord of foe and friend,

To me doth every object bend.

RAMA.

THE SELF SUPREME
Break, break, break at the feet of thy crag, oh sea,
Break, break, break at my feet, O worlds that be,
O suns and storms, O earthquakes, wars,
Hail, welcome, come, try all your force on me 1
Ye nice torpedoes, fire ! my playthings, crack f
O shooting stars, my arrows, fly i
You burning fire ! can you consume ?
0 threatening one, you flame from me ;
You flaming sword, you cannon ball,
My energy headlong drives forth thee !
The body dissolved is cast to winds ;
Well doth Infinity me enshrine!
All ears, my ears, all eyes, my eyes;
All hands, my hands, all minds, my minds f
1 swallowed up death, all difference I drank up ;
How sweet and strong a food I find i
No fear, no grief, no hankering pain ;
All, all delight, or sun, or rain !
Ignorance, darkness, quaked and quivered.
Trembled, shivered, vanished forever;
My dazzling light did parch and scorch it,
Joy ineffable! Hurrah I Hurrah!
Roll on, ye suns and stars, roll on,
Ye motes in dazzling Light of lights,
In me, the Sun of suns, roll on*